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would probably play the G. H. Lewes to her George
Eliot, that is, he would look after her affairs, arrange
her salon, and shield her from adverse criticism. That
he would live in a splendid whirl of sweetbreads in
aspic and iced pudding and never know a dish that
contained less than ten eggs and a pint of cream, as
some people have imagined, seems to me very doubt-
ful, for you cannot compile a gigantic volume on
housekeeping and keep house at the same time.   I
should not be at all surprised to learn that all the time
his wife was writing her book, Beeton himself was
living a spare life on bottled porter and half-cooked
chops.  Perhaps he starved that we might feast: life
is like that.  I can see him, a little wistful man, with
something of the visionary's look stamped upon his
partially emaciated features, rising, with a half-sup-
pressed sigh, from his cold mutton and lumpy pota-
toes to visit his wife in her study and to inquire, a
little timidly, how she is progressing.  I can see the
light in his eyes when she answers,her natural dignity
tempered by the exuberance of the author who has
done some work, and tells him that she is already
half-way through the chapter on Poultry and has in-
deed  just  finished  her   notes   on  Mayonnaise  of
Chicken.   And as he goes tiptoeing away, perhaps to
finish up the cold rice pudding, little Beeton seems to
me at once a touching and a <noble figure, to be
honoured by posterity.

It is, however, the lady herself, the authoress, who
commands our attention.   Her book, at least in its